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«  FOR'ARD  ON  !  " 

[In  memory  of  John  Jackson,  late  huntsman  to  the 
Holcombe  Harriers,  who  fell  dead  in  the  hunting- 
field.  A  few  minutes  before  his  death  he  had 
been  calling  to  the  pack  "  For'ard  on  !  "] 

Now  the  last  meet  is  over,  the  last  hunt  is 

done, 

And  the  last  farewell  spoken  at  set  of  the  sun, 
And  the  ghost  of  a  voice  in  the  waft  of  a  cry 
Seems  to  ring  far  away  'twixt  the  fields  and 

the  sky  : 

"  For'ard  on  !  " 


Hey,  Bugler,  hey,  Bever,  and  hounds  one  and 

all, 
That  sped  at  his  bidding  and  came  to  his 

call, 
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Nevermore  shall  you  hark  to  the  voice  you 

knew  well, 
When  he  cheered  on  the  pack,  e'en  the  hour 

that  he  fell, 

"  For'ard  on  !  " 

O  well  for  the  huntsman,  the  cheery,  the  true, 
At  the  close  of  the  day  in  the  good  fields  he 

knew ! 
Even  so,  not  a  doubt,  he'd  have  chosen  to 

die 
Within  sight  of  the  hounds,  to  the  sound  of 

the  cry, 

"  For'ard  on  !  " 


In  the  wind  and  the  rain,  ere  we  leave  him 

to  rest, 
Once  again  sound  the  horn  in  the  call  he 

loved  best : 
From  the  days  that  are  over,  the  good  years 

gone  by, 

Half  fancy  there  answers  the  ghost  of  a  cry  : 
"  For'ard  on  !  " 


LITTLE    WAXY 


LITTLE  WAXY 

WAKE,  little  Waxy  !     Hunting-time  again, 
The  short  days  and  goodly,  the  clean  Autumn 

rain  : 
In  the  old  North  country,  in  the  grey  open 

weather, 
Hounds    upon    the    moorland    chiming    all 

together. 


This  year  in  clough  and  hollow  the  stream's 

song  sounds  the  same  : 
On  every  windy  hillside  the  grasses  burn  like 

flame  : 
Where  the  empty  air  is  loud  with  the  peewit's 

lonely  crying 
And  the  call  o'  the  moorland  gale  to  the 

bird's  call  replying. 


Wake,  little  Waxy  !     Voices  that  you  know 
Set    the    upland    ringing    where    the    hill- 
breezes  blow ; 
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In  the  brave  North  country,   in  the  grey 

open  weather, 
Up  and  join  the  chorus,  hound  and  horn 

together ! 


Ah,  little  Waxy  !     Hunting  days  are  done. 
Nevermore   the   brown   field   and    the  rain 

and  the  sun — 
Only  the  memories  left,  o'er  the    Autumn 

fields  that  hover, 
Of  the  brave  runs    ended,   lass,  the    good 

days  over  ! 


ROYAL  MUSIC 

SWEET  in  the  leafy  woods  the  round 

Of  singing  birds  in  June  ; 
And  sweet  on  wintry  hills  the  sound 

Of  hounds  that  chime  in  tune — 
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The  sound  that  is  the  very  soul 

Of  cleanly  upland  days, 
Where   men  still  walk  the  kindly  earth 

In  the  old  kindly  ways. 


Whether  beneath  the  scurrying  wrack 

The  heartening  cry  is  borne 
By  snatches  down  the  piping  gale, 

Or  breaks  the  windless  morn, 
No  heart  but  answers  to  the  call, 

That  once,  through  sun  and    shower, 
Has  followed  far  o'er  dale  and  hill 

For  hour  on  flying  hour. 


Now    where    from    moorlands    drenched 
with  mist 

The  streams  run  noisily, 
Some  cleft  amid  the  lonely  hills 

Brims  o'er  with  melody : 
Now  where  the  open  hillside  sweeps 

To  the  free  skyline's  bound, 
Ad  own  the  bare  brown  fields  they  drive, 

A  living  wave  of  sound. 
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"  To  Mindful,  hark  !  "—and  true  as  bells 

Across  a  wintry  sky- 
Each  voice  takes  up  its  wonted  note 

In  well-accustomed  cry. 
Now  Fencer,  Fairmaid  fill  the  strain 

With  challenge  shrill  and  keen, 
And  steady  as  a  church-bell's  note 

Old  Mindful  chimes  between. 


No  fiddler's  note  that  sets  the  tune 

For  lads'  and  lasses'  feet 
E'er  left  to  haunt  the  years  to  come 

A  memory  half  so  sweet 
As  here  this  music  fit  for  kings 

Beneath  God's  open  sky, 
Where  horn  and  hound  hunt  care  away 

And  the  good  winds  go  by. 
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PARTING  : 

THE  EVE  OF  THE  PUPPY  SHOW 

Yo  were  but  a  little  un,  Crowner  my  lad, 
When  th'  huntsman  he  said  yo'd  be  t'  spit  o' 

yo'r  dad, 
An'  now  yo're  a  big  un,  an'  Spring  comin' 

round, 
Time's  come  for  partin',  lad  ! — mak'  a  good 

hound  ! 

I  thowt  I'd  ne'er  rear  yo,  lad,  six  month  ago, 
But  I'se  warrant  to-day  yo'll  be  pick  out 

o'  t'  show. 
Yo're  wick  an'  yo're  gradely,  as  ever  was 

found, 
An'  time's  come  for  partin',  lad  ! — mak'  a 

good  hound  ! 


There's  noan  o'  our  folk  but'll  miss  yo  to- 

neet, 
Th'  owd  slat  o'  your  tongue,  lad,  an'  pat  o* 

your  feet, 
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An'  th'  childer'll  fair  cry  for  thee,  marlockin' 

round  ; — 
But  time's  come  for  partin',  lad  ! — mak'  a 

good  hound  ! 


Eh,  t'  pots  'at  yo've  brokken,  lad,  tongue 

cannot  tell, 
But  yo're  reet  sort  o'  stuff,  lad,  we  know  it 

fu'  well  : 
Yo'll  stand  up  wi'  t'  best  on  'em,  ay,  I'se  be 

bound, 
An'  time's  come  for  partin',  lad  ! — mak'  a 

good  hound  \ 


HUNTING  THE  HARE 

HARK  for'ard,  hark  for'ard,  hark  for'ard,  to 

hills  where  October 
Lingers   awhile  in   his   vesture  resplendent 

yet  sober, 
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Where,  salt  with  the  breath  of  the  ocean,  the 

Autumn  wind  passes 
With  a  sigh  o'er  the  heather's  lost  purple,  the 

yellowing  grasses. 


Hark  for'ard,  hark  for'ard,  hark  for'ard  !    in 

morning's  young  glory 
The  hound  and  the  horn  lead  us  out  through 

the  meadowlands  hoary, 
By  the  grey  little  farms  with  their  scanty 

hill-pastures  about  them, 
And  the  thorns  crouching  low  to  the  ground 

from  the  storm-winds  that  flout  them. 


Hark    for'ard,    hark   for'ard,    hark    for'ard  ! 

rejoicing  we  follow, 
By  the  swift  little  brook  that  runs  pattering 

deep  in  the  hollow, 
By  the  pool  with  grey  reeds  at  its  rim  where 

the  wild  duck  rise  whirring, 
And  the  long  moorland  grass  in  the  breeze's 

breath  sighing  and  stirring. 
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Hark  for'ard,  hark  for'ard,  hark  for'ard  !   till 

daylight  be  dying 
And  leaving  the  hill  to  the  stars  and  the 

peewit's  lone  crying 
And  the  huntsman  who  rides  down  the  wind, 

with  a  ghostly  hallooing 
His   deer  o'er  the   moorland  by  midnight 

forever  pursuing. 


And  oft  when  the  wind  murmurs  low,  round 

the  gable-end  roaming, 
Its  song  of  old  voices  we  knew,  in  the  wild 

winter  gloaming, 
When  white  on  the  moorland  lie  drifted  the 

snows  of  December 
In  dreams  to  brave  days  that  are  ended,  hark 

back  and  remember  ! 


t     * 


THE  HUNTING   OF    THE    WITCH  ig 


THE  HUNTING  OF  THE  WITCH 

I  ROSE  up  one  bright  Autumn  morning ; 

My  heart  was  as  heavy  as  lead  : 
I  thought  I'd  go  mope  in  the  garden 

But  I  followed  the  hounds  instead. 
To  hear  the  halloo  in  the  valley 

You'd  ha'  thought  they  were  hunting  a 

hare, 
But  as  soon  as  I  heard,  I  knew  better, — 

'Twas  a  weary  old  witch  called  Care  ! 


At  dusk  she  lay  down  by  my  pillow, 

At  dawn  she  was  haunting  me  still  : 
No  bell,  book  and  candle  could  fright  her, 

No  silver  bullet  could  kill : 
But  she  ran  from  the  voice  of  the  huntsman, 

She  fled  from  the  twang  of  the  horn, 
And  the  sound  of  the  hounds'  merry  music 

Afar  on  the  windy  morn. 


By  fold  and  by  clough  and  by  moorland 
We  hunted  her  all  the  day  long, 
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And  I  swear  that  the  countryside  over 
There  was  never  a  hare  so  strong. 

Whoop  !  tear  her  !  good  hounds,  now  you've 

got  her ! 
You  thought  you  were  hunting  a  hare  : 

But  I  know  all  the  while  that  you've  rid  me 
Of  a  weary  old  witch  called  Care  ! 


OTTER-HUNTING  IN  RIBBLESDALE 

(Air—"  Bonnie  Dundee  ") 

THROUGH   yon   little   planting,   by   yonder 

streamside, 
Where  Ribble's  sweet  waters  flow  softly  and 

wide, 
While  the  dew's  on  the  meadows  it's  up  and 

away, 
A-hunting  the  otter  at  break  o'  the  day. 
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Chorus. 

Come  rise  up  full  soon,  come  rise  up  and 

go. 
The  mist's  on  the  hill  and  the  river  runs 

low  : 
While  the  dew's  on  the  meadows  it's  up 

and  away 
A-hunting  the  otter  at  break  o'  the  day. 


O  hear  the  glad  music  of  horn  and  of  hound  ; 
O  hear  how  they  welcome  in  day  with  the 

sound  : 

O  hear  how  the  valley  is  loud  with  the  strain 
And  the  woodlands  give  answer  with  echo 

again. 


Now  Kibble,  sun-chequered,  slides  joyfully 

down 
Which  late  thro'  the  bridges  roared  foaming 

and  brown  : 
Now  hot  lies  the  scent,  and  the  morning  is 

still, — 
Hark  for'ard,  good  hounds,  to  a  view  and  a 

kill! 
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A  health  to  good  fellowship  fill  we  now  high, 
You  true-hearted  sportsmen  afar  and  anigh, 
Here's  many  a  good  chase  when  the  morning 

is  grey, 
A-hunting  the  otter  at  break  o'  the  day  ! 


AT   THE   DAWNING   OF   THE   DAY 

BY  Kibble's  gleaming  river 

The  morning  mists  are  grey, 
Where  the  dew-drowned  copses  quiver 

With  the  deepening  green  of  May. 
And  it's  hey  to  be  there,  and  hieing 
Where  the  hound  and  the  horn  are  crying 
And  the  echoes  loud  replying 

At  the  dawning  of  the  day  ! 


O  the  scent  of  the  dewy  grasses 
In  the  daybreak  calm  and  cool, 

Where  the  skimming  swallow  passes 
From  pool  to  darkling  pool, 
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And  the  startled  birds  go  winging 
Through  the  wakened  woods  a-ringing 
With  the  pack  its  challenge  flinging 
At  the  dawning  of  the  day. 


Too  soon,  we  know,  will  fly  us 
These  hours  of  morning's  gleam, 

And  the  years  of  our  strength  drift  by  us 
Like  leaves  on  an  autumn  stream  : 

And  the  din  of  cheery  noises 

Which  now  our  hearts  rejoices 

Grow  faint  as  ghostly  voices 
Heard  once  in  an  olden  dream. 


Yet  when,  in  a  dark  December, 

The  frosty  woods  are  grey, 
By  whiles  we  shall  still  remember 

What  years  steal  ne'er  away, — 
This  golden  hour  undying 
When  the  hound  and  the  horn  are  crying, 
And  the  echoes  loud  replying 

At  the  dawning  of  the  day. 
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MIST 

BETWEEN  the  grey  hill  and  the  sky 
The  chill  west  wind  goes  wandering  by 
Where  mists  upon  the  moorland  lie, 


White  as  wool,  from  the  far-off  sea, 
Salt  as  tears  on  stone  and  tree, 
Drifting  and  driving  silently. 


Awhile  the  lifting  mist-wreaths  show 
Dim  shadowy  shapes  that  come  and  go, 
Hound,  horse  and  rider,  to  and  fro, — 


Like  ghosts  from  some  forsaken  hall 
Where  the  winds  pipe,  and  the  rains  fall 
On  broken  roof  and  crumbling  wall. 


And  down  the  clough,  where  all  alone 
You  heard  the  hidden  streamlet's  moan 
Sobbing  over  grass  and  stone, 
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Floats,  as  from  elfin  hunting-grounds 
Beyond  the  world's  remotest  bounds, 
The  faint  lost  music  of  the  hounds. 


FROM  THE  NORTH 

I  WISH  't  I  was  in  Lancashire  huntin'  o'  the 

hare 
All  across  the  wide  moorlands  an'  the  hollows 

brown  an'  bare, 
Hearkenin'  to  the  good  hounds'  cry,  heark- 

enin'  to  the  horn, 
Far  away  in  Lancashire  on  a  windy  morn. 


I  wish  't  I  was  in  Lancashire  along  o*  folks 

I  know, 
Rangin'  o'er  the  countryside  in  all  the  winds 

that  blow 
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As  they  blew  when  I  was  yet  a  lad,  in  the 

place  where  I  was  born, 
Far  away  in  Lancashire  on  a  good  huntin' 

morn. 


There's   gradely  hounds  in   Lancashire,   as 

such  there  always  were  : 
There's  gradely  hills  in  Lancashire  as  how 

they're  bleak  an'  bare  : 
There's  jannock  lads  in  Lancashire,  and  that 

I  tell  yo  true, 
An'  I  wish 't  I  was  in  Lancashire  all  the  day 

through ! 


A  NORTH  COUNTRY  HOUND 

OLD  STYLE 

Now  hark,  all  good  hunters,  I'll  sing  you  the 

praise 
Of  a  brave  hound  and  goodly,  that's  worth 

many  lays, — 


A    NORTH   COUNTRY  HOUND  27 

As  gallant  a  creature  as  God  made  for  man 
Since  the  hound  and  the  horn  on  this  old 
earth  began. 


He's  strong  and  he's  straight,  lads,  his  tongue 

like  a  bell, 
And  the  stout   heart  that's  in  him,  lads, 

tongue  cannot  tell, 
For  to  breast  the  steep  hillsides  where  faint 

hearts  must  fail, 
And  to  sweep  the  wide  moors  in  the  teeth 

of  the  gale. 


Oh  goodly  to  see  him  a-brushing  the  dews 
With  his   ears  fine  and  flowing,   his   deep 

drooping  flews ; 
Let  him  seek  and  he'll  find,  and  he  needs  no 

halloo, 
For  he  knows  what  he's  hunting,  lads,  better 

than  you. 
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Oh  goodly  to  hear  him,  when,  viewing  her 

nigh, 
He  makes  the  moors  ring  with  the  depth  of 

his  cry  ! 

Oh  goodly  to  follow,  with  fortune  for  friend, 
Till  at  last  with  "  Who-oop,"  lads,  the  best 

run  must  end. 


Such  hounds  do  they  breed  in  the  brave 
North  Countrie 

(Where  lasses  be  bonny,  and  men  they  be 
free) ; 

And  many  a  good  hound  in  this  land  may  be 
found, 

But  he's  second  to  none,  lads,  the  North- 
country  hound ! 


*     * 
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A  LANCASHIRE  HARE 

O  BROWN  are  the  moors  in  the  grey  morning 

lying 
Where  the  west  wind  conies  singing  o'er 

wide  sea  and  plain  ; 
O  blithe  on  the  hills  when  the  autumn  is 

dying 
The  hound  and  the  horn  wake  the  echoes 

again. 

Here's  to  the  hills  bleak  and  bare  : 
To  the  winds  that  give  challenge  to  care  ! 
Here's  to  the  sound  of  a  Lancashire  hound, 
And  the  speed  of  a  Lancashire  hare  ! 


O  hark,  and  O  hark,  to  the  sound  of  the  hollo, 

Afar  on  the  hills,  in  the  fall  o'  the  year  ! 

O  hark,  and  O  hark,  to  the  hounds  that  we 

follow, 

How    their    full-throated    chorus    swells 
tuneful  and  clear. 
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Through  the  bent  and  the  heather  they  revel 

and  rally,  — 
Their  voices  all  chiming  out  gallant  and 


A  quest  by  the  brookside,  a  view  in  the  valley, 
Then  over  the  hilltop  and  for'ard  away  ! 


O  gone  are  all  burdens  of  sorrow  and  yearning, 
O  fast  fly  the  hours  that  were  made  for 

delight, 
Till  red  in   the  West  like   a  torch   dimly 

burning, 
The  last  gleam  of  day  gives  the  hunter 

good-night. 

Here's  to  the  hills  bleak  and  bare, 
To  the  winds  that  give  challenge  to  care  ! 
Here's  to  the  sound  of  a  Lancashire  hound 
And  the  speed  of  a  Lancashire  hare  ! 
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A  STAVE  AT  PARTING 

GOOD-NIGHT  !  the  horn's  faint  music 

Through  the  twilight  fades  away  : 
The  cold  night  mists  come  creeping 

O'er  the  fields  we've  ranged  all  day 
Now  red  o'er  the  hill-tops  smoulders 

The  last  of  the  wintry  sun, 
And  here's  a  stave  at  parting 

For  the  gallant  day  that's  done  !; 


A  chill  wind  moans,  from  the  sunset :. 

There's  a  thresh  of  rain  from  the  west,. 
And  horse  and  hound  and  rider 

Jog  homeward  now  to  rest, — 
To  rest  and  drowsy  dreaming 

Of  many  a  long-past  run, 
And  the  wind  on  the  well-loved  moorland. 

And  the  gallant  day  that's  done  ! 


«e  "  5Bt  ' 
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HOLLINSHEAD  HALL 

SILENT  the  ruined  house,  slowly  rotting  and 

falling ; 
Empty  the  great  barns,  dumb  and  lifeless 

and  blind  ; 
But  for  the  thin  voices  out  of  the  stillness 

calling, 
But  for  the  light  shadows  blowing  by  like 

a  wind, — 
But  for  the  trees'  murmur,  but  for  the  birds' 

crying, 
Sounding,  faint  as  a  dream  to  a  phantom 

call  replying  : — 
Hey,   boon  companions,  in  the  grey  dust 

lying, 

Do  ye  not  remember  how  this  earth  was 
kind? 


Ah,  but  we  lived  then,"  say  the  whispering 

shadows, 
"  Knew  life  in  its  fulness  that  did  not 

canker  nor  cloy : 
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Tasted  the  keen  wind,  the  sweet  o'  the  Spring 

meadows, 

Felt  the  earth's   blood  leaping  like  the 
heart  of  a  boy. 

Ah  the  good  horses  in  their  speed  extended  ! 

Ah  the  hoofs  on  the  upland  in  those  morn- 
ings splendid, — 

Hey,  gallant  comrades,  though  they  all  be 

ended, 

Should  we  not  remember  them,   God's 
gifts  of  joy  ? 


"  God  made  the  sunlight  and  the  young 

earth's  glory, 
Made  His  good  creatures  for  man's  clean 

delight  : 
Gave  him  flowers  of  remembrance  for  fields 

growing  hoary, 
Lit  him  torches  of  memory  for  the  dark  of 

night. 
No  strong  arm  but  must  falter,  no  blood  but 

grows  colder, 

No  stout  beam  and  rafter  but  at  last  must 
moulder ; 

c 
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Ho,  boon  companions,  though  the  earth  be 

older, 

Shall  we    not  remember  when  the  sun 
shone  bright  ?  " 


Yea,  though  graves  be  green,  yea,  though 

homes  be  forsaken, 
Though  barren  the  granary,   and  waste 

gardens  lie, 
From  the  years  in  God's  garner  new  life  have 

they  taken, 
New  life  that  passeth  not  'twixt  the  earth 

and  sky. 
The   flower   fades,   the   hours   pass, — never 

Memory's  ember  : — 

Spring  unto  Spring  calls  o'er  snows  of  Decem- 
ber,— 

Hey,  boon  companions,  shall  we  not  remem- 
ber 

All  the  good  yesterdays  that  can  never 
die  ? 
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THE  CLOUGH  AMONG  THE  HILLS 

I  KNOW  a  clough  where  nightly 

My  spirit  goes  in  dream, 
Where  wind-bent  trees  grow  scantly 

Beside  a  brawling  stream, 
And  there,  by  gorse  and  heather, 

Grey  moorland  and  grey  stone, 
The  ghost  of  the  years  forsaken  ', 

Walks  in  the  hills  alone. 


There  in  the  shy  North  springtime 

Our  first  late  cuckoo  calls, 
And  last  on  yellowing  leafage 

The  touch  of  Autumn  falls. 
There  first  the  budding  willows 

Break  forth  in  golden  pride, 
And  the  snow  lies  there  the  longest 

In  all  the  countryside. 


The  upland  winds  there  wander  : 
The  brown  moor  broods  above 
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Like  a  stern-seeming  mother 
Whose  heart  is  filled  with  love  : 

And  more  than  banks  and  moorlands 
A  hundred  times  more  fair 

I  love  its  few  late  flowerets 
And  treetops,  early  bare. 


For  through  yon  scattered  planting, 

Beside  yon  hurrying  stream, 
All  times  and  tides  forgetting, 

My  spirit  walks  in  dream, 
Where  the  quiet  clough  unchanging 

With  sun  or  shadow  fills, 
And  the  soul  o'  the  past  dwells  lonely 

In  the  silence  of  the  hills. 
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AFTER  PRESTON  FIGHT 

TWELVE  o'  the  clock  !   the  nightmare  hours 

Crawl  through  my  brain  like  years  ; 
All  the  hot  sleepless  night  I  hear 

The  rain  drip  down  like  tears, — 
Hoarse  challenge  flung  from  ward  to  ward, 

Dull  tramp  o'  the  sentry's  feet, 
And  the  dim,  hungry,  homeless  hum 

Nightlong  from  the  restless  street. 
Far — ah,  how  far  from  yon  hive  of  sin 

The  moorland  winds  are  strong, 
And  streams  from  lone  brown-bosomed  hills 

Run  down  with  a  sound  like  song. 
Far — ah,  how  far  ! — the  healing  air 

For  which  my  torn  heart  fills, — 
Under  the  cool  dark  of  the  sky 

The  dusk  rest  of  the  hills. 


Hills — O  my  hills  that  I  love  well ! 

For  which  I  hunger  now 
As  for  the  face  of  an  old  friend, 

Or  a  kind  touch  on  my  brow. 
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I  shall  not  walk  where  dreams  o'  my  youth 

Like  mists  at  morning  cling  ; 
I  shall  not  hear  my  good  hounds'  cry 

Make  all  the  uplands  ring ; 
I  shall  not  look  on  the  fields  I  know, 

The  farms  windy  and  grey, — 
The  little  things  that  tug  at  my  heart 

Such  leagues — such  lives  away  ! 
They  say  when  a  soul  goes  out  to  God 

Wide  should  the  casements  be, 
Along  its  path  to  the  lonely  stars 

To  set  the  loosed  soul  free  : 
And — so  God  keep  me  from  my  death 

Within  these  walls  of  stone — 
Not  all  the  powers  of  London  town 

Shall  hold  me  from  mine  own. 


The  sky  which  on  Tower  Hill  looks  down 

Looks  on  my  hills  also  : 
The  winds  which  round  this  prison  yearn 

Are  those  that  hillmen  know. 
I  will  turn  my  face  to  mine  own  country, 

Mine  eyes  to  my  good  North ; 
I  will  forget  the  shadow  of  death 

Or  ever  my  breath  goes  forth. 
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I  shall  forget  the  block  and  the  bonds 

And  the  fierce  crowd  looking  on, — 
Yea,  as  a  pigeon  hastes  to  its  cote 

My  soul  will  leap  to  be  gone, 
From  the  red  axe  and  the  bloody  dust 

And  the  hot  heart  grown  so  cold, 
And  take  its  grief  to  the  kind  hills 

That  are  old  as  Earth  is  old, — 
This  grief  that  is  like  a  brand  on  the  brow 

And  a  hot  wind  through  the  brain, — 
That  has  seared  away  the  desire  of  tears 

And  left  a  dry  sick  pain. 


I  am  all  too  weary  for  hope,  good  Lord  ! 

It  is  all  my  tired  heart's  cry  : 
"  Home,   home — ah   God ! — to   the   North 
Country 

Where  I  were  fain  to  die  !  " 
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YORK  AND  LANCASTER 

IN  Eden  ground  God  bade  to  blow 

Hys  roses  white  and  red, 
Ere  yet  man  knew  to  hate  hys  foe 

Or  pile  thys  earth  with  dead. 
Then  why,  when  Earth  like  Eden  seems, 

Soe  sweet  the  air  with  flowres, 
Should  princes  sunder  for  their  dreams 

Two  hearts  soe  locked  as  ours. 


Now  Eden  ground  soe  distant  is, 

And  man  soe  stubborn  grown, 
That  not  to  gain  lost  Eden's  bliss 

Will  we  to  errour  own  : 
Yea,  thys  I  know,  my  heart  shall  break, 

And  love  itself  lie  dead, 
Ere  you  your  rose  of  white  forsake 

Or  I  forswear  the  red. 


Therefore  within  thys  garden-close 
So  glad  with  gold  and  green, 

White  bud  by  red  this  summer  blows 
As  nought  had  come  between. 
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And  God  so  spare  the  rose  of  white, 

And  God  so  speed  the  red, 
I  may  not  hate  thy  conquering  might, 

Nor,  conquering,  mourn  thee  dead 


THE  WOOL-GATHERER 

WHERE  hast  thou  been  in  the  wind  and  rain  ? 
"  Gathering  wool  on  a  far  plain. 


"  Four  shepherds  keep  those  flocks  afar 
In  pastures  where  no  hedgerows  are. 


'  They  own  no  lord,  they  take  no  hire, 
They  warm  their  hands  at  no  man's  fire. 
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"  When  one  has  driven  the  flocks  all  day, 
At  no  far  fold  they  make  their  stay. 


"  For  one  comes  hot-foot  o'er  the  plain 
And  drives  them  hurrying  back  again. 


"  Though  the  yield  should  fill  the  world's 

wains  full, 
Never  to  market  comes  the  wool. 


"  They  cast  it  all,  those  wastrel  herds, 
To  naked  stars  and  screaming  birds. 


"  It  makes  no  rug  nor  coat  of  frieze  : 
It  makes  men  shrouds  in  stormy  seas." 


f 
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BARGUEST 

ALL  in  the  wild  and  windy  night 

I  heard  the  treetops  moan, 
I  heard  the  drift  of  scurrying  leaves 

Through  the  bleak  garden  blown. 
Across  the  bare  and  empty  fields, 

Adown  the  lonely  moor, 
Came  Barguest  padding  through  the  dark 

And  whining  at  the  door. 


Grey  as  a  wreath  of  autumn  mist 

Or  smoke  that  skyward  rolled 
From  moorland  altars  long  ago 

To  strange  dim  gods  of  old : 
Dark  as  the  dark  and  starless  night 

Where  loud  the  storm-winds  wail, 
Came  Barguest  through  the  waste  of  years, 

The  midnight  and  the  gale. 


All  in  the  mid  mirk  o'  the  night 
I  heard  the  wild  wind  cry 

The  burthen  of  its  ancient  song 
Between  the  moor  and  sky, — 
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The  wind  that  knows  if  good  or  ill 
It  bodes  to  me  or  mine, 

That  thus  I  hear  beside  my  door, 
The  Grey  Dog  snuff  and  whine. 


THE  GREY  COMRADES 

Our  of  the  dust  of  cities  and  the  din  of  men 
I  come  to  the  clean  spaces  of  the  wide 

windy  moors, 
Saying :     "  Glad,   O   my  kindred,    I    come 

hither  again," — 

Saying  :   "  Hail  me,  my  comrades,  for  my 
heart  is  yours." 


O  voices  calling  and  crying  in  the  shadows 


Telling  the  dear  tales  over  that  were  long 
since  told  ; 
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Keepers  of  sweet  memories  from  a  bygone 

day, 

Kind  bountiful  bosoms  and  brows  wise 
from  of  old  ! 


Centuries  long  they  have  listened  to  the  four 

winds'  rage  ; 
They  hearken  the  puny  plaining  of  a  little 

world's  annoy ; 
They  have  known  earth  in  the  making,  they 

live  from  age  unto  age, 
Yet  remember  an   hour's  sorrow  and  a 
moment's  joy. 


"  Here,"  they  say,  "  were  you  happy  on  a 

morn  of  Spring, 
Here  sang  your  heart  like  a  harp  that  the 

wind  swept ; 
Here  are  paths  that  are  holy  by  the  dreams 

they  bring, 

Here  in  a  grey  gloaming  you  lay  down  and 
wept. 
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"  Years  go  by  with,  their  burden  of  what 

once  has  been, 
Here  is  never  forgetting  on  the  grey  breast 

of  the  moors  : 
Ah  the  voices  of  friendship  that  were  here 

yestreen, 

Ah   the   footstep   beloved   keeping   time 
with  yours." 


O  wise  hills  and  tender  !  aglow  with  beacons 

afar 
That  kindle  fires  of  the  past  from  embers 

faded  and  grey, 
Keeping  our  heart's  lamp  burning  through 

the  dark  hours  that  are 
Between  to-night's  twilight  and  to-mor- 
row's day  ! 
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HALLOWE'EN 

ALL  Hallows  Eve — when  ghosts  do  walk  the 

earth  : 

All  Hallows  Eve — O  light  and  fireside  mirth  ! 
Ah,  leave  the  gay  revel  and  the  merry  din. 
Set  the  door  upon  the  latch  and  let  the 

ghosts  in. 


There  comes  no  dream-lover  stepping  from 

the  lane, 
No  pitiful  white  creature  a-beating  at  the 

pane  : 
There  is  no  herb  to  be  gathered  nor  spell  to 

be  said, 
And  still  in  the  grey  graveyard  lie  the  waiting 

dead. 


When  the  shadows  gather,  in  a  room  apart,. 
To  the  still  glow  of  the  firelight,  to  the 
dreaming  heart, 
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Far  from  the  loud  frolic  and  the  dancers'  din, 
Friendly  out  of  the  gloaming  the  dear  ghosts 
come  in,-— 


Come,  when  the  wind  wakens  like  an  olden 

song, 
With  smiles  half-forgotten  and  voices  lost 

long,— 
With  a  well-beloved  footstep  lingering  at 

the  door, 
Hands  full  of  old  posies  that  smell  sweet  as 

of  yore. 


All  Hallows  Eve — when  dreams  do  rule  on 

earth  I 
All  Hallows  Eve — O  the  feasting  and  the 

mirth .! 
Ah,  leave  the  loud  laughter  and  the  dance 

and  din, 
Set  the  door  upon  the  latch  and  let  the 

ghosts  in. 


f 
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THE    HORSEMAN    IN    THE    NIGHT 

IN  the  hedgerow,  in  the  hollow,  between  the 

brown  hills, 
When  all  with  dark  and  shadows  the  silent 

valley  fills, 
'Tis  there  that  I  go  trembling  when  the 

fields  lie  white  with  dew, 
And  see  the  lonely  horseman  that  waits  there 

all  night  through. 


All  the  night  long  he  waits  there,  in  a  gap  by 

a  broken  rail, 
Whether  by  moon  or  star  shine,  in  the  fog 

or  the  driving  hail : 
He  bows  not  his  head  to  the  storm-wind, 

of  the  rain  he  takes  no  heed, — 
A  shadow  against  the  shadow,  dark  rider  and 

dark  steed. 


Why  waits  he,  stark  and  silent,  until  the 

dawn  of  day  ? — 
Was  he  slain  in  a  fight  forgotten,  or  hanged 

by  the  King's  highway, 

D 
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That  without  word  of  challenge,  spur-clink 

or  lift  of  rein, 
Lonely  he  keeps  his  vigil  till  daylight  comes 

again  ? 


I  went  there  as  the  sun  rose,  and  nothing  did 

I  see 
But  a  gnarled  thorn  in  the  hedgerow  where 

the  rider  used  to  be  : 
I  came  again  at  nightfall  when  the  frost  in 

the  air  was  keen, 
And  lo  !  the  shadowy  rider  where  the  twisted 

thorn  had  been  ! 


Nightly  the  spell  is  worked  there,  nightly  the 

change  comes  down 
When  none  is  by  but  the  peewit  that  cries 

o'er  the  moor-grass  brown  : 
Sudden,  at  sound  of  cock-crow,  swiftly,  at 

dawn  of  day, 
Rider  and  horse  from  the  hedgerow  melt  like 

the  mists  away. 
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A  PLACE  OF  DREAMS 

IN  a  dear  land,  in  a  dim  land, 
By  well-remembered  streams, 

Bare  trees  in  moorland  hollows  stand 
Where  a  lost  sunset  gleams ; 

There  joy  and  memory  hand-in-hand 
Wander  :  its  flowers  are  dreams. 


There  often,  waking  or  asleep 

My  lingering  spirit  strays, 
There  where  the  wild  winds  sigh  and  sweep 

Along  the  wintry  ways, 
And  footfalls  rustle  in  the  deep 

Dead  drift  of  yesterdays. 


t     * 
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GREY  GRISOLD 

ALL  on  the  misty  mountain 

In  the  driving  rain, 
There  saw  I  Grey  Grisold 

Bowed  under  his  chain. 
The  fairies  have  bound  him 

With  his  knees  up  to  his  chin, 
All  in  the  grey  weather 

Weeping  for  his  sin. 


He  lives  on  the  lone  mountain 

Sitting  on  a  grey  stone, 
Where  the  wind  pipes  sadly 

O'er  the  moorland  lone. 
I  saw  his  gnarled  fingers 

And  his  bent  bald  crown  ; 
I  heard  his  tears  falling, 

Falling  endless  down. 


They  have  fallen  so  long 

To  a  stream  they  have  grown 
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They  have  worn  two  furrows 

In  the  grey  stone. 
Through  the  rocks  and  the  heather 

They  go  flowing  down, 
Where  the  plovers  fly  wailing 

Over  bog-lands  brown. 


Grey  Grisold  was  taken 

From  his  bags  of  gold, 
The  red  gold  he  got 

For  the  soul  that  he  sold. 
To  a  grey  stone  they  bound  him 

With  his  knees  up  to  his  chin, 
All  on  the  high  mountain 

Weeping  for  his  sin. 
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THE  PIPER 

I  WILL  not  lift  the  door-latch,  I  will  not  step 

in 
From  the  dark  fields  and  the  starlight  and 

the  bent  and  whin  : 

All  about  the  stone  gables,  in  the  dusk  alone 
You  shall  hear  my  pipe  playing  by  your  own 

hearth-stone. 


I  have  no  joy  of  your  banquets  nor  your 

lighted  halls  : 
I  flute  not  for  your  dancing  at  gay  routs  and 

balls. 
When  the  last  guest  has  departed,  and  the 

lights  have  died, 
Come  I  with  my  shrill  piping  up  the  lone 

hillside. 


I  bring  no  sheaf  of  ballads  of  wars  and  dead 

wrongs  : 
All  across  the  wide  world  God  has  taught  me 

my  songSj — 
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Old  tunes  and  unwritten,  wrought  in  far 

years, 
In   a   strange   tongue   and   tender,   with  a 

burden  of  tears. 


0  hearts  that  are  restless,   O   hearts  that 

repine, 
Knowledge  of  all  sorrows  and  of  all  dreams 

is  mine. 
With    a    song  of  dim  longing  and  of  lost 

delight 

1  will  catch  at  your  heart-strings  in  the  dark 

of  the  night. 


TROLL'S  GOLD 

0  I  stood  by  the  waterside 
And  heard  the  stream  run  by. 

1  saw  the  gnarled  trees  stand  dark 
Against  the  pale  gold  sky. 
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And  I  saw  at  the  grey  twilight 
In  the  dusk  o'  the  lone  glen 

The  Trolls,  with  their  earthy  faces, 
That  buy  the  souls  of  men. 


They  have  not  known  man's  laughter, 

They  have  not  seen  sunshine, 
They  have  not  heard  through  the  spring 
wood 

The  blackbird  whistle  fine. 
They  have  not  heard  the  sea's  song 

Nor  the  wind  through  the  young  corn  ; 
They  have  not  looked  on  the  good  day 

Since  the  hour  that  they  were  born. 


All  in  the  dun  dusk  o'  the  night 
The  stream  ran  noisily ; 

A  weary  wind  came  moaning  up 
Beside  the  grey  thorn  tree. 


OLD   GRAYBEARD  57 

With  their  strong  kists  upon   their   backs 

And  faces  grey  wi'  mould, 
The  Trolls  came  up  out  o'  the  earth 

That  buy  men's  souls  for  gold. 


OLD  GRAYBEARD 

ABOUT  the  shaking  window, 

Across  the  bleak  brown  hill, 
Old  Graybeard  wanders  lonely 

Beneath  the  starshine  chill. 
And  ever,  as  he  walks  there, 

In  a  thin  old  voice  he  croons 
Snatches  of  songs  forgotten 

And  staves  of  ancient  tunes. 


He  cannot  mind  them  rightly  : 
He  cannot  sing  one  through  : 

All  his  old  memory  clings  to 
Are  gusty  notes  and  few, — 
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A  scrap  of  a  roystering  chorus, 
A  catch  from  a  lost  refrain, 

Like  ghosts  of  dear  dead  faces 
Half  seen  in  dreams  again. 


And  best  he  loves  to  sing  you 

When  the  fire  burns  red  and  low, 
Such  airs  as  lads  and  lasses 

Might  tread  to,  long  ago, — 
And  now  he  stirs  old  sorrow 

And  now  he  wakens  tears, 
With  a  lilt  that  the  dead  dance  back  to 

Across  the  waste  of  years. 


About  the  drowsy  farmstead, 

Adown  the  empty  moor, 
Old  Graybeard  wanders  piping 

And  lingers  by  the  door. 
Across  the  fields  where  sadly 

All  night  a  moor-bird  cries, 
Old  Graybeard's  fitful  music 

In  snatches  wakes  and  dies. 


Territorial  Ballads 


GILLY 

WHERE  have  you  been,  Gilly,  where  have  7011 

been  ? 
Shooting  at  a  mark  with  the  lads  upon  the 

green  ? 
Or  out  on  the  moor  where  the  yeomen  do 

rally  ? 
"  Oh  I   played  at  the  bowls  all  in  yonder 

green  alley." 


If  the   Spanish   ships   should   come,   Gilly, 

how  would  it  be  ? 
"  How   should   they   come,    and    our   good 

ships  at  sea  ? 
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If  a  mist  wrapped  the  waters  or  a  great  wind 

blew, 
And  so  they  crept  in,  Gilly,  what  would  you 

do  ? 


What  should  we  do  if  it  fell  upon  a  day, 
Our  sailors  all  at  sea,  our  yeomen  all  away, 
The  foemen  all  streaming  from  carrack  and 

galley, 
And  you  playing  bowls  all  in  yonder  green 

alky  ? 


91 1  would  up  and  fight,"  says  Gilly,  "  I  would 

up  and  die  !  " 
What   better  were  you   then,  what   better 

were  I  ? 
What  worse  were  the  foemen  for  all  your 

brave  ending, 
Who  could  not  lift  a  sword  for  your  own 

home's  defending  ? 
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Take  the  old  sword,  Gilly,  rusting  on  the 

wall, 
And  lead  out  the  horse,  too,  that  frets  in  the 

stall  : 
Go  out  to  the  moor  where  the  yeomen  do 

rally, 
And  let  the  bowls  moulder  in  yonder  green 

alley  ! 


A  BALLAD  OF  THE  TIMS 

A  MAN  there  was,  called — what  you  will ;  he 

came  of  an  ancient  breed  : 
Sprung  from  the  loins  of  the  grey  North, 

his  sires  were  men  indeed  ; 
And  they  were  lords  of  all  the  seas,  ancj 

dreaded  in  all  lands,, 
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Years  ago  and  years  ago,  for  they  were  strong 


their  hands. 


All  in  a  rich  and  easy  land  suddenly  dawned  a 

day 
When  the  talk  was  not  of  football — that  he 

watched  "but  could  not  play, 
When  streets  were  loud  with  marching  feet, 

and  loud  the  ringing  quays 
With  more  to  swell  the  bloody  toll  of  the 

war-harrowed  seas, — 
And  a  strange  thing  waked  in  this  man's  soul 

with  the  shrill  trumpet's  cry  : 
41  Has  England  need   of  men  ?  "    he  said. 

"  Lo,  brothers,  here  am  I  !  " 


Somewhere,  far  in  the  ages,  somewhere,  back 

in  the  past, 
His  fathers  heard  the  bellying  sail  strain  at 

the  long-ship's  mast : 
Somewhere  across  the  tumbling  wave  whipt 

by  a  stinging  breeze, 
Eyes  that  the  town-smoke  had  not  dimmed 

scanned  the  uncharted  seas. 
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Somewhere,  ages  before  him,  in  centuries 

long  gone  by, 
His  forbears  heard  the  singing  shaft   on  its 

fierce  errand  fly- 
When  the  strong  arms  that  learned  their 

skill  on  every  English  green 
Unto  a  sterner  target  drove  their  arrows 

swift  and  keen. 


Somewhere  in  fight  or  foray,  somewhere  by 

sea  or  shore, 
His  fathers — they  were  men  of  might — used 

the  great  craft  of  war  : 
Nought  had  he  kept  of  Cressy  field  or  red 

Trafalgar's  tide, 
But  the  great  heart  within  him  and  his  blind 

unspoken  pride  ! 


Out  of  the  ranks  of  the  fighters  they  put  him 

grimly  aside  ; 
He  had  never  handled  a  rifle,  he  could  neither 

shoot  nor  ride  ; 
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There   with   the    babes    and   women    they 

sternly  bade  him  stay, 
Fretting  in   shame   and  sorrow  the   bitter 

hours  away, — 
To  watch  the  midnight  skyline  for  a  redder 

dawn  than  day, 
To    dream   of   the   gaunt   grim   sea-wolves 

swinging  over  the  foam, 
The  trampled  fields   of  England,  and  the 

shambles  that  was  home  ! 


THE  QUEST 

(HORSES  FOR  THE  ARMY) 

Too  good  for  the  knacker,  too  poor  for  the 

lurry  ! 

Let  him  go  to  the  army  that  buys  in  a  hurry  ! 
Too   good   for  the  kennels,   too   poor   for 

another, 
Let   him   carry   thy   destiny,   England   my 

mother  ! 
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What  seek  you,  what  seek  you,  anear  and 

afar  ? 

"  Steeds  for  my  merry  men  riding  to  war  : 
From  the  pastures  of  England  I  ask  in  my 

need 
The  stout  heart  for  labour,  the  fleet  foot  for 

speed. 


"  Grimly  my  guns  lie  :    the  drivers  beside 
Yearn  for  the  sight  of  the  teams  they  must 

ride  : 
Loaded    my    wains    are    with    war's    heavy 

freighting  ; 
All  booted  and  spurred  there  my  yeomen 

stand  waiting." 


Have  you    sought    the   land  over?    "Yea, 

truly  have  I  ; 
Broad  lie  the  good   pastures   beneath   the 

grey  sky; 
I  heard  the  wild  wind  and  I  heard  the  birds' 

crying, 
But    never    a    neigh    to    my    heart's    call 

replying. 

E 
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"  Where  were  the  stallions,  all  courage  and 

fire, 
To  beget  the  clean  limbs  and  the  hearts  that 

ne'er  tire  ? 
Where   were   they,  the    mares    that  should 

bear  the  brave  sons 
For  rush  o'  the  squadrons  and  roar  o'  the 

guns  ?  " 


For  the  fate  of  an  empire,  her  life  and  her 

fame, 
The  laggard,  the  stumbler,  the  faint  heart, 

the  lame  ! 
For  the  red  stricken  field  whereon  nations 

depend, 
The  splint  and  the  spavin  and  bellows  to 

mend  ! 


Too  good  for  the  knacker,  too  poor  for  the 

lurry, 
Let  him  go  to  the  army  that  buys  in  a  hurry  | 
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Too   good   for   the   kennels,    too   poor   for 

another, 
Let   him    carry   thy   destiny,    England    my 

mother  ! 


THE  RED  ROSE 

"The  sword  of  the  Lord,  and  of  Gideon." 
THROUGH   the  years — from  the  far  day  of 

Flodden, 
From  the  gardens  of  Minden,  the  trodden 

Red  Inker  man  snow  ; 

Where  Quebec  keeps  remembrance  undying, 
Where    the    dead    under    strange   stars   are 
lying 

'Mid  names  that  we  know, — 


Down  the  loud-ringing  years  of  our  story, 
To  the  day  of  our  yesterday's  glory, 
Our  yesterday's  pride — 
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Come  the  names  of  the  true,  the  unfearing, 
Stern  sons  of  the  grey  mother's  rearing, 
Who  conquered  and  died  ; 


Ungrudging  who  gave  full  surrender 
Of  life,  in  its  high  noon  of  splendour, 

Both  near  and  afar  ; 
Not  last,  on  the  highway  of  daring, 
With  the  Red  Rose  of  Lancaster  wearing 

The  red  rose  of  war. 


The   flower   which,   flame-bright   where   it 

springs  on 
The  tramplings   of  captains  and  kings,   on 

The  red-trampled  sod, 
Men  gather  to  blossom  forever — 
The  crown  of  all  strife  and  endeavour — 

In  gardens  of  God. 


What  more  ?     A  torn  standard,  whose  tatters 
The  breath  of  the  years'   passing  shatters, 
To  dust  falling  down  ? 
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A  memory  scarce  known  from  the  deedless  ? 
A  statue  high-set  o'er  the  heedless, 
Fierce  tide  of  the  town  ? 


A  name  men  remember,  and  wonder 
A  moment  what  ghost  of  war's  thunder 

It  stirs  in  the  brain  ? 
A  vision,  a  glory  that  passes — 
As  the  light  wind  that  stirs  the  long  grasses 

O'er  graves  of  the  slain  ? 


Not  so  !     For  the  spirit  which  brooks  not 
The  name  of  dishonour,  and  looks  not 

On  shirking  nor  shame, 
Still  lingers,  to  wake  with  the  shrilling 
Of  the  trumpets'  high  challenge  note  thril- 
^  ling- 
Forever  the  same. 


We  know  not  what  battles  lie  hidden 
Till  the  noise  of  their  thunder  is  bidden 
No  longer  be  dumb — 
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What  winepress  of  nations  must  redden 
What  terrible,  vast  Armageddon, 
In  days  that  shall  come. 


We  know  not ;    yet  should  the  day  find  us 
When  a  hand  should  be  put  forth  to  bind  us 

In  fetters  abhorr'd, 

Or  some  lie  under  Heaven  foully  creeping 
Call  aloud  for  the  terrible,  sweeping, 

White  truth  of  the  sword, 


It  may  be  we  shall  not  be  found  wanting  ! 
Not  as  children  with  loud  words  of  vaunting, 

But  strong  as  of  yore  ; 
Not  last,  on  the  highway  of  daring, 
With  the  Red  Rose  of  Lancaster  wearing 

The  red  rose  of  war ! 
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